250          ANECDOTE OF SYAAD HARSIIIM.

gained as they were by the spilling of human
blood? Is this your love for Syaad Harshim?'
The wife threw herself at her husband's feet,
when his speech was finished: * Pardon me, my
dear husband! pardon my ignorance and self-
love; I see myself disgraced by harbouring one
wish for more than is gained by honest indus-
try. No longer have I any desire for the gold
of Nadir Shaah. Contented as yourself, my
dear, good husband! I will continue to labour
for the honest bread that sustains, nor ever
again desire my condition to be changed.' "

The Woodman, Syaad Harshim, lived to a
great age; many a tear hath fallen on his grave
from the good pilgrims visiting the shrine of AH,
near which he was buried; and his resting place
is reverenced to this day by the passing traveller
of his own faith.